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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PARTY ON THE SPOT. 


Wednesday.—Went on the trial trip of La Marguerite (before she 


commences her regular work for the season) to ‘* Margate, 
Boulogne, and back.”’ Glorious day! Little bit cloudy, and a 
little bit ‘* dancy ’’—but not enough to spoil the lunch (before or 
after). Just cool enough and breezy enough coming back to make 
getting ashore a pleasure. 
A GOOD RETURN. 
Oh! the wind’s blowing free o’er the shimmering sea 
And of heat there is ne’er a lack ! 
And I take my seat on La Marguerite 
‘‘ For Margate, Boulogne, and back ”’; 
It’s a blazing day as we’re steaming away, 
3ut it’s chill on the homeward tack, 
So (cigar between lip) we rejoice in a trip 
To ** Margate, Boulogne, and back.’’ 

(It’s chillier if you’re kept out all night, though ! ) 

Took Madame Dreyfus down to Rennes to wait for the Captain, 
patted her encouraginly on the back, and then hurried off to 
Chatham to help float the new cruiser, the Pioneer; looked in on 
‘women’s work” show at the Goldsmith’s Institution; renewed 
acquaintance with Mr. Reed's sketches at the Fine Art Gallery; 
and, later on, to Surrey House and Lady Battersea’s At Home to 
the International Women’s Conference. Dined with the Bankers 
at the Mansion House, looked in afterwards at the Natural History 
Museum on the Royal Colonial Institute Conversazione, and also 
on that of the Society of Cymmrodorian. Finished up with the 
first illuminated féte at the Crystal Palace. Dull weather, but 
brilliant show. 

Thursday.—Took the Duchess of Albany carefully down to 
Windsor Castle. Just ran over and had a look at the lively 
political fuss at Brussels, then made for Leeds and started them on 
the third match. Told England to ‘‘ buck up,” and they proceeded 
to do so very satisfactorily. Slipped down and had a look at the 
Shamrock. Found she'd grounded—this was only polite and fair 
the Columbia having previously stuck in the mud. Read my copy 
of the ** Anglo-Saxon”’ (price one guinea) for the rest of the day. 

Friday.—Marshalled a lot of ‘*‘ kids’ for the triennial School 
Board féte at the Crystal Palace. Then ran round and had a look 
at Menpes’ “ Book of Beauty ’’—girls and things, at Dowdeswell’s. 
Then down to Leeds again, where my presence much encouraged 
the Englanders, and they made a bit of a show at last, and Hearne 
did the hat trick. Took the Duke of York down to Kidbrook 
Lodge, Blackheath, in the afternoon; then attended a meeting of 
some enthusiastic folks who are ambitious of stocking the Thames 
with salmon ova—all right if the fish can get to sea and back in 
spite of the filth, chemicals, and the attentions of voracious 
enemies. 


Norice.—‘he Editor will not be anewerable for any sontributions, artistic or iterury, spontaneously sent m 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 


, 1899. 






No. 1,783. 
BEWARE UNFRIENDLY OVA-CHEWERS. 
Some holders of Mammon (no gammon) think salmon, 
Of fishes the gem of all gems; 
And so they are setting, at once, about getting 
Some ova and stocking the Thames, 
We cannot do less, then, than wish them success, then, 
Their course is sufficiently plain 
If failure should mock them at first, they must stock them 
All ova and ova again! 
“vent next and had a gloat over the Harcourt-Burns wedding 
presents, then down Egham for the Royal Holloway College com- 
memoration, and also to the Buss School for its prize day. Dined 
with the Journeymen Tailors’ Benevolent—also with Sir Henry 
Campbell-Bannerman and the City Liberal Club. Ran over to 
Rome and Brussels and closed the unruly Italian and Belgian 
Parliaments. Back for the State concert at Buckingham Palace. 
Saturday.—Wet weather did for England's chance in the test 
match—play had to be given up, after all my trouble, too! Saw 
Mr. Harcourt safely married to Miss Burns; saw Cecil Rhodes off 
for S.A.; took the H.A.C. down to Windsor for review; took Lord 
Kitchener down to dinner later; ran over to New Brunswick and 
saw two girls cycle-race for a husband; attended the Coaching Club 
meet at St. James’s Park; went down to Russell Hill for the Ware- 
housemen, Clerks’ and Drapers’ speech day; helped Sir Blundell 
Maple open a free library building at Penge; went to the matinée 
musicale of the International Society of Sculptors, Painters and 
Graveis at Hill Street, Kensington ; dined with Mr. Choate and the 
Savage Club; and welcomed Dreyfus home to Quiberon. 
Monday.—Went to look at some motor-cars at the Agricultural 
Hall; then to inaugurate Mr. Croft's new frescoes at the Guildhall; 
also the newly-discovered frescoes in Queen Anne’s Drawing Room, 
Hampton Court. Started the Oxford and Cambridge match at 
Lords, and off to look at the Wild West at the Alexandra Palace. 
Tuesday.—Took the Duke and Duchess of York down to Exeter 
to open new wing of the Albert Memorial College Museum; took 
H.RK.H. to Edinburgh for the Agricultural Show; looked in at 
lady Rothschild’s garden party and Lady Aberdeen's reception ; 
attended the rehearsal for the Volunteer Review; saw Lord 
Kitchener off; dined with the Poplar Hospital; prorogued the 
French Chamber; saw to Pagliacci at Windsor, and then off to 
Henley for the Regatta. Henley very jolly, but not what it was— 
too much of a crush and a “ function.” 
HENLEY 1899, 
They’ve smothered the joy of ‘‘ the grip and the swing ”’ 
(Have they heaved ne'er a sigh of compunction ?) 
‘‘ Boats ’’ take a back seat—they’ve degraded the thing 
To a tawdry ‘‘ society function ”’; 
When I look at the mobs of society snobs 
All muddled and jumbled and packed, I 
Consider this one of those pitiful jobs 
For a Laudator Temporis acti! Tue Sprorrer. 


No contributions can be returned 
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ON CLACTON SANDS. 
He.—*‘* Ya-as, in mai opinion, nothing sets off a garl of medium height so well as a 
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bathing dress, just as a bathing suit sets off a tall man’s figure to advantage. By the way, 


I'm close on six feet.’’ 


The Coal Miner. 


THE PRICE UF COALS IS IN THE 
ASCENDANCY. 


Tue miner’s lot is very hard— 
Th he can “ pick and choose,” 
The outlook is quite black enough 
To give a man “ the blues”! 


To labour urderneath the ground 
In one eternal night 

Must be depressing, for his work 
Is anything but light! 


Of course, he must not have a pipe, 
And that’s right, in the main ; 

Though I believe, if so inclined, 
That he can have a drain! 


Then danger lurks on ev’ry side— 
Foul gas is oft about ; 

He has to meter death like this, 
Such gas his “‘ light puts out”! 





It’s quite a mystery to me 
However the poor man lives; 
And strange, when he ascends the 
| “ cage” 
It is him freedom gives! 


The miner does the major part 
Warmth to provide each day, 

So think of him with gratitude 
When you your coal-bills pay ! 








The Three Berries of the 
Day. 
Some folks of their prime favourites 
boast, 
And in old port or sherry, 


To-day, at dinners, love to toast 
Imperialist Rosebery. 


While others eager voices raise, 
And in terms laudatory, 
And sometimes true, combine to 
praise 
Prime Minister Salisbury. 


But I’m not for these, or their arts, 
Tho’ great they be. No, siree! 

To-day the passion of my heart’s 
The luscious, ripe strawberry. 














Lay of the Lay-Layer. 
A STUDY IN METEMPSYCHOSIS. 


[‘* Recently a pheasant flew through an open window in Old 
(Jueen Street, Westminster, and proceeded to lay an egg in a waste- 
paper basket.”’— Daily Chronicle. | 


From rural regions pleasant, 
A winged and feathered dame— 
A quaint Quixotic pheasant— 
o dull Westminster came. 


No sportsman’s gun had shocked her: 


She'd with no eagle fought ; 
She sought no poultry doctor 

To cure a cold she'd caught. 
Each opened window spying, 

She found the one she craved; 


Then, through the opening 
How strangely she behave 

No leave or let she-askéd, 
But started, right away, 


flying, 


In tall Waste-Paper Basket 


To lay a little lay! 


And, since about this curious 


Event I chanced to read, 


I can’t regard as spurious 


Phe 


ransimn rat 


Which old Pythagoras started ! 

For surely to that bird 
The soul of a departed 

‘‘ White slave ’’ had been transferred. 
Some EDITOR’s sad spirit 

That bird from birth had been 
Predestined to inherit: 

Or else from meadows green 
She ne’er to London’s vapour 

And smoke had made her way, 
In Basket of Waste Paper 

To . . . DAY A LITTLE Lay! 











Heartless. 


Friend.—“ You look in better spirits to-day, Henpeckt. Have 
you drowned your troubles in drink?” 


Henpeckt.—' Better than that; I’m a widower.” 








Infallible Remedy !! 


No more grey hairs. Superior to CoCo, Rlean, Boss, and every- 
thing advertised. To be had for the asking of all barbers 
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On a Houseboat. 
A DRAMAETTE IN ONE SUSTAINED JERK. 
Scene: Henley. 
Maud :—Ah, there goes Harry—with another girl to-day. 


Jack :—Oh, yes, Harry is very various. His motto appears to be— 


** Let ’em all come! 
Let ’em all come! 
Let ’em all come rowing round with me!” 

Bob :—Why, that’s Old Sparkins in the water—he’s been down 
twice. Ah! They’vegaffed himin theear. Hurray! 

Old Sparkins: D——! Blank!! D——!!! 

Maud :—I’d no idea Mr. Sparkins was a man of that sort. A 
churchwarden, too. Shameful ! 

Boatman :— Well, guv’nor, you owe your life to us, that you do. 
But we leave the reward to you, sir, seeing as how you are a gentle- 
man, sir. 

Sparkins :—Reward ! Me! Pay you! You blank—dash blank— 
dash blank! D——1! , 

Voice from Bank :—Chuck the ole buffer inagin, Bill, chuck him 
in ! . 

Nigger Minstrel :—‘‘ Come where the booze is cheaper! ”’ 

Maud: Look, look, they’re racing. This is the diamond 
sculls, isn’t it, Jack? 

Jack :—No. This is the er—er—er. 
chicken. 

Nigger Minstrel :— 

‘« A little bit off the top will do for me, for me! 
Carve away a yard or two 
I’ll tell you when to stop— 
All I want is a little bit off the top! ”’ 

Brown :—Now, sir, where do youthink you’re coming to. 
isn’t a bumping match, this isn’t! 

Jones :—Coming to! I like that! why don’t you stop at home, 
and play windmills by yourself? That’s what I want to know. 

Nigger Minstrel :—‘* Comrades! Comrades ! 

Comrades when we were boys!” 

Violet :—Of course, I knew at once that her hair was dyed— 

Rose :—Of course. And her complexion is as false as her teeth— 

Violet :—And her temper— 

Rose :—Horrid—and her figure— 

Nigger Minstrel :—‘‘ Such dear little dainty things they are. 

Like angels, without any wings they are!” 

Smith :—Seen the pretty widow lately— 

Robinson :—-Don’t talk to me about pretty little widows—she was 
no more a widow than I am—I spent a little fortune on her, and 
then her husband turned up! 

Nigger Minstrel :—‘‘ Ah, what a surprise, 

Two lovely black eyes 
Only for telling a man he was wrong, 
I got two lovely black eyes! ”’ 


Mrs. Brown :—Really what a noise those young men are making. 
The racing ought to be stopped. So dangerous, too. 

Mrs. Jones :—Yes, so it ought. Well, as I was saying, there she 
lay, tipsy, my dear, tipsy—and when we came to look, we found the 
rabbit-pie eaten—and a policeman in the coal cellar. 

Mrs. Brown :—Oh! the hussy. You remember that fair parlour- 
maid we had ? 

Mrs. Jones :—Yes—the pretty one. 

Mrs. Brown:—Oh ! you considered her pretty. 
Brown. ( Whispers.) 

Mrs. Jones :—Dreadful—my dear—dreadful— 

Nigger Minstrel:— ‘‘1 can do as I like, 

With dear old Mike— 
All the week from Monday 

He’s as happy as you please 

With a crust of bread and cheese, 
But he likes a bit of meat on Sunday.” 


Maud :—Oh, look ! there’s papa with a lady— 

Mrs. Brown: Where? Oh, oh,oh! (Hysterics.) 

Mrs. Jones :—There, there, my dear! Hush, hush! Whois it? 

Mrs. Brown:—The fair parlourmaid! I shall go home to 
mamma ! 

Nigger Minstrel :—‘‘ There’ll come a time some day, 

When you are far away.” 

Violet :—Well, who won ? 

Rose:—I’m sure I don’t know. But I heard young Smith say 
that Charlie has caught a crab—— 

Violet :—How clever of him! 

Rose :—Isn’t it! But Charlie always was fond of fishing. 

Mrs. Brown:—How the houseboat wobbles. I wonder what's 
Wrong 


Nigger Minstrel :— 


Let me help you to 


This 


Well, so did Mr. 


Jack :—The boat is slowly sinking. Cook fell down the kitchen 
stairs, and knocked the bottom out. We may geta little wet. But 
it will be all right. 

Chorus :—Help! Help!! Help!!! 


(CuRTAIN.] 











Waftings from the Wings. 


An advantage of particular importance at the Empire is the 
management's success in keeping the house thoroughly cool and 
yet free from hts. Added toa perfect system of ventilation 
are the cool-looking blue chintz coverings to the seats, the 
Cleopatra's Needles of ice placed at intervals on estals in the 
spacious lounge, and a liberal supply of palm-leaf fansin all parts 
of the building. Thus the programme may be enjoyed without the 
bodily discomforts which generally attend theatre-visiting in the 
summer. 


Miss Lillian Blauvet’s vocal recital at the Queen’s Hall on 
Tuesday last gave great delight toa very large assembly. Her voice 
was in excellent condition, and the many and varied songs were 
given with exquisite charm and decided success. Commencing with 
Pergolesi’s “ Nina”’ and Handel’s ** Le Printemps,” she introduced 
Liszt’s beautiful melody “O, Komm’ im Traum,” with deep 
feeling, and Brahm’s ‘ O wiisst’ ich doch"? and ‘ Meine Liebe ist 
griin’’ very favourably. Selections from other composers 
were sung. Embellishment was conferred by the collaboration 
of the dexterous violinist, Mons. Ysaye, who played Vieuxtemps’ 
violin Concerto in D Minor, Bach’s Chaconne, and Beethoven's 
Romance in G, The recital was efficiently concluded with Mozart's 
‘* Non temer, amato bene,’’ in which both artistes were heard with 
faultless precision. The accompaniments were played by Mr. Percy 
Pitt, upon Erard’s grand pianoforte. 


Great InpusTRiAL FLowEeR SHow.—The new schedule has been 
issued for the “One and All” Flower Show, to be held at the 
Crystal Palace, in August, in connection with the Annual 
Co-operative Festival. The schedule this year is in two parts, 
forming two illustrated pamphlets, running into about 140 pages 
and containing offers of prizes calculated to stimulate every kind of 
horticultural excellence amongst working men, women, and 
children throughout the kingdom. The prizes, over 1,000 in 
number, include a silver champion cup by Countess Grey ; gold, 
silver, and bronze medals by the Agricultural and Horticultural 
Society ; a silver cup by Miss Willmott, V.M.H. ; an original water- 
colour drawing by Miss Marie Lowe (Mrs. Hensley) ; special prizes 
offered by many co-operative societies ; £150 by the Orystal Palace 
Company; and £200 by the Council of the Agricultural and 
Horticultural Association. The increase in the number and variety 
of classes is very notable. One new class is a novel departure in 
the direction of educational judging. The judges are to announce 
the points of excellence, etc., upon which these particular awards 
will rest, the object being to instruct exhibitors and’ growers in 
what is good and what bad in each kind of garden production. The 
photographic classes have been extended to 34 in number, and are 
this year divided into two sections, the first of which will be judged 
from a horticultural point of view, and the second by their artistic 
merits as photographs. Copies of either schedule may be obtained 
free of charge from the hon. secretary, Mr. Edward Owen Greening, 
at 8, Agar Street, Charing Cross, W.C. 


The Rose Show at the Crystal Palace on the 1st instant was as 
splendid an exhibition of rose culture as could be desired. The 
incantation pronounced upon the prizes by the Colchester family of 
rose growers seemed successful, as the first prize was sonuized by 
E. R. Cant. The Amherican bloom “ W. 5S. Grant” is of a lovely 
pink, and harmonises with that exquisitely beautiful rose, ‘‘ La 
France.’ The performance of fact, fun, and fancy, entitled 
The Dream of Whitaker's Almanack, is a pot pourri of the best 
things from the London music-halls. The dumb show of Mde. 
Cavalazzi, of Alhambra fame, is well known. Miss Violet Cameron, 
whom we remember in Olivette many years ago at the Strand 
Theatre, takes part in the performance, in collaboration with Miss 
Louie Pounds. Mr. Lionel Rignold, in his little scene as a dramatic 
agent, was topical and very amusing. The entire performance is 
well worth witnessing. 


The summer number ofthe Western Weekly News is a wonderful 
twopen’orth. It contains as many as 20 narratives, which wag 
merrily and encouragingly from commencement to end. There are 
many items interesting to visitors who intend making the West of 
England a holiday haunt, such as coaching, fishing, boating, and 
bathing. The pages are embellished with illustrations. 

‘‘Holidays on the Continent vid the Royal Mail Route to 
Holland ”’ is the title of a prettily-illustrated pamphlet issued by 
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Bisley. 
SOUTH AFRICAN STAKES. 


CHAMBERLAIN :— 
Youjwill never hit the target 
With a thing like that— 
For a Cockney goes to Margate 
With a gun like that ! 
I can see the sighting'’s shocking— 
You can hear the people mocking— 
As with laughter they are rocking 
At a gun like that! 
So from winning who'll prevent us ?— 
You can’t shoot against the crowd 
We have brought to represent us, 
And of which we're proud. 
You are certainly belated, 
There you have it pat— 
With a method antiquated 
And a gun like that! 
It is really too ridiculous 
To fancy you can win— 
While, in excellent condition, 
To this vital competition, 
From our mighty British Colonies our 
lads come in, 


KRUGER :— 

Ah, I fancy I shall do it 

If I load with care— 
lf I do you'll surely rue it, 

So you'd best beware. 
1’m an awkward man to tackle, 
Though my energies you shackle; 
When the guns begin to crackle. 





You had best beware ! 


So from winning who’ll prevent me, 
I have right upon my side--- 

Providence will represent me, 
And will be my guide! 

I shall make a new Majuba— 
There you have it pat! 

For you cannot play at ‘‘ Cuba”’ 
With a Guide like that ! 

So it isn’t so ridiculous 
To fancy I can win— 

Though in many little parties 

All your jolly British hearties, 


From the mighty British Empire, with 


their guns, come in ! 


CHAMBERLAIN :— 


Well, if I were you I'd stump it 
With a gun like that— 
It’s no good to blow your trumpet 
With a thing like that— 
The recoil would send you flying, 
While the trigger you were plying ; 
You are lost, there's no denying, 
With a gun like that. 
So from winning you’re debarred, Sir, 
I have not the slightest doubt— 
ia Py of course, you think it hard, 
ir, 
We shall see you out. 
I assure you, you are foolish— 
There you have it pat— 
To dream of winning’s mulish 
With a gun like that. 
It is really too ridiculous, 
To fancy you can wit 











While in ardour sympathetic 
And with mother-love magnetic 
From our distant British Colonies the 
lads come in ! 


KRUGER :— 


Well, perhaps it’s rather silly 
At this game to play— 

Though I’d like, Sir, willy-nilly 
Still to have my way. 

But this gun 7s old and rusted, 

And with dirt I find it crusted, 

And the sighting’s not adjusted 
In @ proper way, 

So I fancy that from winning 
lam quite debarred— 

Though, I thought, at the beginning 
I should press you hard. 

But I find the job a rough one, 
There you have it pat— 

I can’t fight your team (a tough one) 
With a gun like that! 

And I find it is ridiculous 
To fancy I can win— 

So, in patriarchal wonder, 

I shall slowly knuckle under, 

Now from all the British colonies your 
lads come in. 
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De-side-edly. 
First Man.—‘‘So Spooner is married. 
A love-match on his side, wasn’t it ?” 
Second Ditto.—‘‘ Yes, on his |} 
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SOUTH AFRICAN STAKES-—BISLEY RIFLE MEETING. 


THE SIGHTING'S 
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The Mysterious Major. 
Cuaprer Il.—Svusan’s Srory. 


‘‘Mras Carry must be warned,” repeated Miss Thom, solemnly 
rising from her seat. 




















f ) 
Pe 
NY o~F 
uN E Mb rere 
ee Ae | 
ay 2 | “4 
©), f C4 <a 
. | - f 
——=om l, 
? 
\ J 
' ad 
ee 








“Tr’s a ‘OLY ’oRROR I CALLS IT.” 


“Why Miss Catty in particular,’ said Mrs. Bloomer. “ You don’t 
mean to say she’s a-settin’ her cap at the Major ?”’ 

I wasn’t aware she wore one, Mrs. Bloomer,” said Miss Thom, 
cily. 

“Oh, you knows what I mean. But I shouldn’t trouble about 
her if I was you, miss. She ain’t one of the marrying sort. She’s 
only one of the triers, and they never git taken on. I ought to 
know, ‘aving kept a boarding-house for nigh upon twenty years. She 
ain't the sort as gentlemen like to flirt with. Bag of bones tied up 
ugly, Bloomer calls ‘er, and he ain’t far out. Now, if it had been 
yerseif, miss.” 

“Tl really mustn't listen to this, Mrs. Bloomer.” 

“Of course not, miss. You've too much sense, and he a dinner- 
miter, too.” 

** You have no proof of that,”’ said Miss Thom, excitedly. 

“Only what Susan saw in his room. You can ask her yerself, if 
you like. ‘Ere, Susan.” : 

“ Yes’m,” responded the damsel in question, appearing rather sus- 
piciously from behind the door. 

“Why ain’t you a-cleaning the knives?” said Mrs. Bloomer, 
severely. 

*‘ It’s all very well of you totalk about cleaning the knives,” said 
rw “but - i to = downstairs unless I ‘as police 

rotection. ain’t a-going to lie a mangled cor 
eg lag going g pse amongst the 
as What on earth do you mean?” said Miss Furry, breathlessly. 

“ It’s the Major, miss. He said he was a-going to wring my neck. 
But supposin’, instead, he was to come a-creepin’ downstairs, and 
seeing me a ye knives anda-hummin’ like a little bird, he should, 
me like, e ‘old of one in each ‘and and my hair in the other, 
and——"’ : 

e sel '¢ ee) > grou Furry. 

‘Yes, miss. An @ wouldn’t give me the chance of sayin 
* Dont !* And look at that box in pita miss. It’s a ’oly Same 
I calls it, and there's something in it.” : 

“ Of course, there is,” said Miss Thom, sharply. “ You are making 
® lot of fuss about nothing; gentlemen have no need for empty 


boxes.” 








“Some does,” said Susan, fixing Miss Thom with her eye, “ and 
he do. That box, miss, was as hempty as a dog before breakfast 
yesterday morning, because it was open and I peeped in; but it 
ain’t empty now.” 

«*‘ What does the box contain, now?” asked Miss Furry. 

“ His victims, miss. His gory victims.” 

‘“* Don’t be ridiculous, Susan,” said Miss Thom. 

“T ain’t miss, and you'll find it out when it’s too late. Isees my 
lord a-coming in last night, about twelve, with one under each arm, 
wrapped up in pillow cases.” 

‘*One what?” 

“ Body, miss. He lets himself in quiet like with the latchkey, and 
drops one as he was lighting his candle. He ses something savage 
like, that sounded like a swear word. ‘Confound it,’ he ses, ‘just 
my luek after I’d settled them so nicely. I'll have to be the bones 
after all, to-morrow.’ The—the—bones, miss. He’s a ‘ Burker,’ 
that’s what he is, and you talks to me about cleaning knives when 
he’s in the house.”’ 

‘“‘ Horrible!” exclaimed Miss Furry, half hysterically. 

“ Absurd!” said Miss Thom. ‘“I’d never believe it, such a nice 
quiet gentlemanly man, too.” 

“Ah!” said Mrs. Bloomer, “ it’s the quiet ’uns that are the worst 
‘uns. Not that I think he’s as bad as that, mind you, and that gal 
ain’t exactly truthful, as I ’appen to know, so I’ll just keep my eye 
on the gentleman when he comes in to-night. He’s a rum ’un, 
anyway.” 

Miss Thom and Miss Furry had just time to regale the rest of the 
company with Susan’s suspicions of the newcomer before he made 
his appearance. Miss Catty was appalled, Miss Summers terrified, 
with the news, the latter taking the opportunity to cling to Mr. 
Herbert Wallis, who suddenly became very interested at something 
in the window. 

“My dear Mrs. Bloomer,’’ said Major Dibs, hustling in, ‘‘am I 
really so late? My excuse must be the charming society of Miss 
Catty, whom I met accidentally. Permit me to help you with the 
carving, I assure you I am quite used to it.” 














““NEVEB SPEAK TO ME AGAIN.” 


“’Ear that?” whispered Susan, bending over Miss Furry ‘‘ Used 
VA He must ‘ave been practising on them innocents all 
night.” 
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‘* Thank you ; no,” said Miss Furry, shuddering. 

“ Miss Catty ?”’ 

“Sir!” 

“I beg your oe I’m sure. Is there anything the matter 
with it. No! markably nice piece of lamb. Ah! perhaps you 
are like some other ladies I know, too tenderhearted. Like to see 
the little th skipping about the fields,eh ? Ha,ha! Ah! if 
you had my experience last night you wouldn’t be so 
thoughtful.” 

“What happened to you last night, Major?” said Mr. Wallis, 
laughing. 

‘« Had to walk every inch of the way from Eastbury—missed the 
last train, by Jove, and didn’t meet a soul the whole way.” 

“‘ Good job for ’im,”’ whispered Susan again, ‘‘or he would ‘ave 
been having skilly broth in a stone jug this very minute.” 

“ And, by gad, that reminds me I must hurry over lunch,” con- 
tinued the Major; ‘‘I have a very impcrtant matter to settle this 
afternoon.” 

‘* Tt’ll ’ave to be bones after all,’’ muttered Susan, sotto voce, to 
Miss Summers. 

‘Horrible! ’’ exclaimed Miss Summers, rising to her feet. 

“My dear Miss Summers, what’s the matter?” said the Major, 
sympathetically. 

‘* Nothing; I—I don’t feel very well. I don’t want any lunch. 
Will you come out, Herbert?” 

“Do you think it’s really true what Susan saw? If I thought it 
was, I wouldn’t stay in that dreadful house another minute,” said 
Miss Summers, as they reached the end of the parade. 

‘‘True,” said Herbert, “‘ of course it is, and it’s the funniest thing 
in creation. I wonder how on earth I kept from laughing.” 

** Herbert !”’ 

“If poor Major Dibs only knew the construction put on his little 
secret, he’d have a fit.’’ 

‘‘ Herbert, I’m surprised at your wicked callousness,” 

‘‘ But my dear girl ——”’ 

‘* Never speak to me again.” 

‘* But Major Dibs is only 3 

** Don’t speak to me.”’ 

“TI won’t. I'll whisper.” 

And Mr. Wallis whispered a few words in his sweetheart’s ear. 

‘*No?” exclaimed Miss Summers incredulously. 

“He is, I tell you. I saw him myself yesterday.” 

‘* Oh, don’t give it away yet, Herbert, It’s too jolly for any- 
thing.” 

sg won't” said Herbert grimly. ‘‘ We'll frighten those old 
Tabbies with his bloodthirsty deeds first.’’ 


(To be continued.) 














The Lin-Lan-Lone’s Antithesis. 


[Big Ben recently set an excellent example to less considerate 
church clocks and bells. It refrained from booming for a time 
out of kindness for an invalid lying ill in Richmond Terrace, 
Whitehall.— Westminster Gazette. | 


The mellow lin-lanelone of evening bells.—TrENNYSON. 


Ir not to Tennyson, to whom 
Was known the charm of hearkening 
To distant bells, whose tempered boom 
Seemed borne from bowers of deathless bloom, 
While o’er us Hesper’s semi-gloom 
Was tremulously darkening ? 
If{not to Tennyson, to whom was known 
The rapture of the mellow lin-lan-lone ? 


Yet well he knew, that great-souled bard 
(For to myself he spake of it), 
How hard to bear, how passing hard, 
The verberant bell-voice was, which jarred 
On ears of one by sickness marred— 
The stress, the strain, the ache of it! 
He loathed that harsh, untimely, clanging tone 
As largely as he loved the lin-lan-lone ! 


And memories came into my head 
Of those high nerves of Tennyson, 
Spun finely as the filmiest thread : 
And my poor Muse was meekly led 
(When of this silenced boom I read) 
To praise Big Ben’s big benison 
To;one who, ailing, lieth low below ! 
For, though a hundred harsher bells I know, 
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DEFENCE, NOT DEFIANCE! 
John Bull.—“ Proud of you, my boy!” 








Our Volunteers. 


UniQvE in the history of nations 
This truly magnificent force ! 
The State owes it vast obligations, 
Just pride, and warm praise to its source, 


Enrolled for defence, not defiance, 
The stay and backbone of our land: 
Our noble last line of reliance, 
To safeguard our homes their command. 


Preventing the dreaded conscription, 
Then gratitude’s debt let us pay ; 

May finance ne’er threaten restriction, 
The National will to gainsay. 


The quarter of million men ranking 
Upheld by Britannia’s free hand, 

Should gain their due guerdon of thanking ; 
May her brave Volunteers ever stand ! 


JANE H. OAKLEY. 








Miss Higgle.—“* Why are you going to marry a watchman ?”’ 
Miss Jokle.—“ Because I belong to a marry-time nation.” 
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Way are the Y. & N. corsets like the opposition London 


County Council omnibuses ?—Because they reduce the fare. 
London County Council now run "buses from Waterloo Station to 
St. Thomas’s Hospital, vid the Strand, at a half-penny fare.) 
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“On Things in General.” 
By Mr. “ Fun’s” WaASHERWOMAN. - 

Ar the time of ritin’ it don’t look like | “9 
fightin’ (poetry). I mean as regards us - 
an’ the Boers. I s’pose that wen Paul ee ¥ 
| saw that we really did mean bizness 'e eS 
| was rather ap-Paul-ed at the idea, an’ —_ 
thort it was about time to do a little | 
| wriggle earthwards. This Boer—or ’og, ’ 
| if you like—’as, so far as I can see at 
| present, jist ‘‘ saved ’is bacon.”’ 
| 




















Dreyfus ’as really arrived in La Belle +t 
France {pure Parisian], an’ our lively 4 
naybors seem to ‘ave taken the event 





a1] hi || || |  veryquietly. The fac’ is, l ’*xpect they’re 

‘a <a Asin e j | sick of the whole affair, an’ woud 

; ; aT | like somethink fresh to kick up a row 

Uy | about. Of course, there may be ‘ ruck- 

| shuns” yet, but I think the verdict will 

be ‘‘innercent’’; that ’e will be found to 
| be as ** good as gold,”’ an’ not gilt-y. 

We've bought a little bit of Africy 

| from the Royal Niger Company, it’s only 

a trifle of half-a-million of square miles 

— or so, but the deal don’t look such a 

‘‘ black look-out,’’ notwithstandin’ the 
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4 V/f complexion of the natives. 
‘ i YY | | The Prince of Wales’s pigeon ’as won = 
; wil yy. : the big race of 500 miles (from Lerwick a 
eer — Yee Hi to Sandringham); my boy, Sam, ses VoL 
| va pecs ee uel eel the Prince is wot ’e calls “ fly,” and ad 
¢ =—y torks about the “Prince of Wales’s 
| = feathers.”’ ’E don’t mean no disrespect, 
| it’s only ’is fun. r 
The Duke of Connaught wasn't, so to 
f: say, ‘*made in Germany’’—’e’s ‘‘ quite W 
a English,” you know—, so Coburg will more 
| | ’ave to do without ’im. I’m glad; ’e’sa thou 
' / soldier, ev’ry inch of ’im, an’, though ’is mere 
| ae i __ cay — inches may not be very many, they’re of Capi 
| —— + eS | good quality. We Connaught do without (of tl 
THE STRAND FISHER, OR NEW BAGS FOR OLD ONES. | ‘im, but the Coburghers will ’ave to. Hou 
Piscator.—* This’ll fetch the heavy old Portmanteaux!”’ | I see that they are inoculating our 
| | soldiers against malarial fevers. I wish 
| there was some sort of inoculation against 
' " ae ye emcee trae) apes I’ve got it very bad at present: 
| A : |  ‘T can’t get my money in,” as the man 
The Plan that Failed. most agreeable. My mother-in-law was = sed wen Sountiat ot wrong with the 
| hs ; . delighted with me, said she had no idea | slot-machine 
First Married Man.—‘ Generally I was such a charming fellow, and so ‘Thesats« bie ob : 
enesking, & motherén ew le & toni — ; | ere’s a big show of automobiles at 
| peaking, @ enjoys my society that she has now | the Agricultural Hall, Islington, an’ 
| founded nuisance, so very difficult to get made up her mind to live with us | iY ee 
on with: but the best way is to swallow altogether !"’ | me ~ gg fey ag err. things ; Dro 
our feelings and make yourself as agree- rsonally, l’m rather afraid of ‘em, an’ " 
yale as al can cag the alates ¢ an | I allus ses, as long I’ve got a leg to stand Edit 
circumstances.” | | on Prise: walk ; very often you only ~ 
Second Ditto.—"I cannot agree with PE mF bad pe Behe a on you. Sruave a 
you, and I will tell you why. My | ; Impudence. | your me an’ limbs to these new-fangled = 
) mother-in-law came to stay with us for | Mistress.— A month's notice from to- seadalaeatetaaats —_ 
a month, and I followed out your plan— day, Susan ?” oe EE 5 T 
consulted her every whim and made Servant.—‘ I never take any notice of | , : - rit 
: myself, much against my inclinations, what you say, mum.” sith des ie to lay the dust ~~ 
) ole ‘ sale 
~ toh 
| Duk 
| “a Win 
ANDERS ON'?S ms 
) a to & 
\ CITY OF LONDON YC seer 
ne q at t] 
DRESSINGS FOR B Ez 
3 and 
: Pre 
1 OF BEVERY DESCRIPTION. ’ chil 
CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. byt 
t ” ” SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. : 
, ” GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. oe 
i For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use Mo! 
i. ” TAN GLOSS, or Mo! 
' y BROWN LEATHER DRESSING. With either of these two articles, in two minutes, boots are ready to wear. nati 
Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON’S goods, and be sure you get them. var 
i S, SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON. E.C. eo 
“me / 





